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‘THE CASE AGAINST FRISCO JIM. 


By the Author of ‘*‘NICK. CARTER.” a 


Aga CHAPTER I. - “When I get hold of her money and light 
AN ALABAMA MURDER MYSTERY. out for parts unknown.” 

have the letters, Cora.” _ The girl sighed. 

te t with, eee You may “It’s a pitiable and a shameful thing that 


— PO tae 


. = ea E I am linked to such a wretch as you are,” 
“Deceiving you? “How?” : she exclaimed. “I often wonder how I can 
_ “T may never see you again if I give up ove you when I know your baseness.” 


_ “I don’t wonder,” with a self-satisfied 
smile. “You love me because I look upon 
you as the dearest girl in the world, one 
whom I will never desert, and for whom I 
would make any sacrifice.” 


= “Nonsense,” protested the man, who was 
ight and dark, with fierce black eyes and 
ervous pesoriet, er my are the oa 


These words failed to impress the hearer. 
She shook her head sadly. 


“Sacrifice!” ‘she repeated. “And how 
much of a sacrifice are you making now?” 


=a eur marriage. will deprive me a your” 


i “Ts ike no other = open to you?” she 

ws ey 

“Way for what?” 

“To obtain money.” 

“No. I am down to my last dollar. If 

as | I don’t marry this woman and get my hands 

on her boodle, I'll have to go to work shov- 

_ eling dirt for a living, or else blow my brains 

- out.” 

“The letters are all I have as a hold over 
you,” said the girl. 

ef ’ The man could not repress a sneer. 
“Hold over! Yes, and you stole them 

_ from me. Stole them when I was asleep.” 

The girl flushed, and she turned on him 

with something of anger upon her father 

_ faded face, which, however, still showed the 

traces of more than ordinary beauty. 

“Steal them! And if I did, I—I thought 

they were from her.” 

“Well, you know they’re not now, don’t 


and ‘yous ‘know it. Come, Cora,” with an at- 

empt at ‘tenderness, “ you need no hold over 

al as you call it. -I care too much for 

ou for that.” 

As she said nothing in reply, but stood 
her eyes cast down, he went on, rap- 


“You don’t want to thse me, do you? You 
c t me to go to California, China, or 


up, Cora, 3 and show your good sense. As 
said | before, my marriage will benefit you 
well as me. Vn get rid of this woman 
short order, and fly to you. Then we'll 
to Europe, and when ‘the divorce is 
1—if she doesn’t apply for one I will, 
know how to work q snap of that kind 
marry you!” 

av 


pamade what he considered a most 


you? Those letters ought to be destroyed 


‘the world, do you? Then brace ~ 
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He drew a deep breath of relief, and draw- 
ing her to him, kissed her repeatedly. 

“You're a jewel, Cora,” he joyously ut- 
tered, “worth yotr weight in gold.” 


“T hope I shall not regret the action,” she 


_ replied. 


“You shall not, I swear it. 
you bring them?” 


When will 


“To-morrow night.” 

“That will answer.” 

“Will this place do?” 

“No. I will meet you”"—he paused a mo- 
ment as if for reflection—*down by the——” 


a 


The remaining words were whispered in her | 
ear. “ 
Then they parted. ; 

The spot where the foregoing interview 
had taken place was a narrow lane in the 
outskirts of Mobile, Alabama,and the time / 
was between eight and nine o'clock in the j 
evening. a 

There was but one building close by, and 
that was an old shanty that had once been 4 
occupied by a peddler. | 

It had been vacant for over a year. 

The man and the woman had been gone 
about five minutes when the form of an old 
woman emerged from the shanty. 

In her arms were a number of sticks and 
pieces of board which she had picked up in — 
and about the deserted building. 

Her attire was shabby, and she moved_ 
toward a hole in the fence with feeble, un- ~ 
certain steps. 

Arrived at an alley, she stopped a moment 
‘and listened intently. , 5 

. Hearing nothing, she began to soliloquize. — 
“Knew him by ther voice, ther fust time he — 
aE agees What's ther scamp up 
I wonder? Reckon ’tan’t no ae no- . 
mae Ther gal an’t no bettern’ she s 
be from what she said. 'N yit | 
sounded kinder sweet ’n appe: 


aa the board fence until her trembling 


oe fingers encountered a latch. 
; Ea I couldn’ ts a seed. her face,” she mut- 


» Two days later Mobile had a sensation. 
The mangled corpse of a young woman 
» was-found in the river a few miles above 
e city. .- 

‘The face was unrecognizable. 

The body was brought to the morgue, and 
~ while the inquest was in progress, the chief 
of police entered, followed by a compactly 


keen eyes and prepossessing countenance 
tamped with intelligence and get eane 


The te =o ae the coroner and 
) is D ered: 


r anything i in the sataive 
of a-clew to be oend about her clothing.” 


“Can't the inquest be adjourned for a 
vhi ?” he said to the chief. 

“Certainly. What have you discovered?” 
pablothing. But I might light Bean a cep 


_ built man, above the medium height, with 


_ The chief’s companion, who had been gaz- : 
ing ; the corpse since his entrance, now ‘ap-— 
the table where the coroner was’ 
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criminal known as James Aston, alias Frisco 
Jim. : 

- A daring and successful bank robbery had 
occurred in Minneapolis a month before. 


The perpetrators -had covered up their 


tracks so well that the local detectives had 
only a bare suspicion to work upon. 

The plunder had amounted to ninety thou- 
sand dollars. 
“ Called into the case a fortnight after the 
robbery, Nick Carter had come to the con- 
clusion that the master spirit of the robbery 
was Frisco Jim. 

A.week’s patient investigation led Nick to 
believe that his quarry was in Mobile. 

Thither he had come with a warrant in his 
pocket for the robber’s arrest. 

The morning after his arrival he had called 


' at the office of the chief of police to renew 


an old acquaintance. : : 

The chief was just then occupied with the 
tragic river mystery. 

At his request Nick accompanied the offi- 
cer to the morgue. 

After viewing the body Nick’s professional 
interest became aroused. 

He had no thought of entering the case 
when he asked that the inquest be adjourned. 

“I may discover something—there’s no 
telling,” he said to himself, “and if I do, the 
chief can take advantage of it.” 

As soon as the jurymen had gone out, 
Nick suggested that the dead girl’s clothing 
be removed and that the body be laid out for 
the grave. 

He had noticed, after entering the morgue, 
that there was an undertaking establishment 


next door, — ° ‘ 
oe The operation he siepsted could there- 
bs fore be quickly accomplished. 
ri The coroner had no objection to make, 7 : 
and ten minutes afterward, while the under- 
's female assistant was occupied in ‘* 
_ resin the Body of the murdered gi none 


Loe 


ox gaged "i in examining the victim’s clothing, 
the chiefrof police and the coroner being in- 
~ tensely interested lookers-on. 

Garment after garment was closely in- 
spected and laid aside without anything of 
Pid ‘slightest importance oe been dis- 
covered. 
ges At last the great detective picked op a 

- white underskirt. ° 

Some faint indies: which at first appeared 
: to ‘be dirt stains on the waistcoat, at’ once at- 
tracted his attention. 
Bringing the skirt to the window here 
the light was strongest, and examining the 
"stains closely, he soon became convinced that 
ie were pak eae among them. 


‘ner, and to that Nick went. ; 
e chief's ig 2 ge as he saw Rick 


nade - of them, bere 


“went over there, accompanied by the 
~ a ae . . 

drug store the great detective ob- 

reagent which, applied to the marks, 


- her disappearance ?” 
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minutes without speaking. 

anything out of them?” ~ 
“Yes. What I see is undoubtedly the res 

mains of an indelible ink- nara done with 


“Can you make Ps 


a pen in script.” 

“Tnitials, or a name?” 

“A name was originally written, but - 
some detached letters are left. Look for j 
yourself.” 

The chief took the magnifying glass, Nick 
holding the piece of skirt band, and looked 
Ieng and intently at the distinguishable 
marks. ; 

What met his eye were these letters, in the 
accompanying arrangement: 

of, Omer) 

.“Clara Richards,” exclaimed the chief, 
“I might have guessed it.” 


” 


cha 


quickly. 
Nick Carter asked, with an impassive face: 


week ago.” 
“How old was she?” | 


“Who is she?” 
“A girl who disappeared from her home a 
“Fifteen, but large and mature for ice 


age. 

~ “What was her station in life?” 
“She was an orphan and an heiress, and be- 

longed to one of the first families of Ala- 


bama.” 
“With whom did she. live?” ern 
“Her aunt.” = 
“What facts have you gleaned concerning 


“These: She took the train for St. Sievers 
a week ago yesterday, telling her aunt that 
she was going to visit a schoolmate. She 
never arrived at St. Stevens, but was seen the | 
day following her departure at Cold 
about ae IS miles a the ri 


gr His eae must have been to destroy all 
evidentes, of the 1 yictin s s-blentity. 2 


< 


. $soon | ‘as she had left the morgue, Nick 
_ said to the chief of police: 
“I don’t like to destroy this theory of 
but I shall have to.” : 

~The chief looked*at N ick in amazement. 
"ens do you mean?” 


“How have j you arrived at the conclusion 


3? * patie gic of police: asked, in strong 


_ They went tnko ‘the oe room. 
“Now,” said Nick, “look at the remains 
‘carefully, Observe the hands, the arms, the 
forehead, and the space about one of the eyes 
mur has: unintentionally left us 

head intact—and tell me 
s that of a girl fifteen 


"Sie 
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~ and I knew also that pais had seen trouble, a 


n that the body is not that of Clara’ 


eo siat the murdered girl is not the missing 


> > 
: a aS oe 


chief remained gaving at the body, ss a 
wrinkled brow. ~ 
“No: she was as happy a girl as.I ever 

saw.” 
“And she didn’t do her own washing or 3 
split her own kindling wood, did she?” . 
“Of course not. She never did a stroke of 
Fiscal labor in her life.” <% sear 
“This poor girl was not so fortunately sit- ~~ 
uated,” said Nick. “I knew she had beena ~ 


working girl when I first looked at the body, 


while as for her age 

“Yes, she must have been twenty-five at 
least,” interrupted the chief. “But the marks 
on the skirt band—how do you account for 
them? Can it be possible that she wore one 
of Clara Richards’ skirts?” 

“The hal never isc to Clara 
Richa: 

“Explain.” 

“Look at the letters again, chief.” 

The Mobile officer did as requested. 

“Now,” “you 
mist perceive that the space between the ‘C’ 
and ‘a’ is too short to admit of ‘lar,’ the three 
letters required to make the word ‘Clara.’ ” : 

“Yes, that is $0.” a 
_ “Again, if you put ‘Ri’ before the ‘cha’ on 
the band, you will make the space between 
the given and the surname greater than that 
usually employed.” : aoe 

“So it will, Mr. Carter.” ee 

“The conclusion is obvious, therefore,” Pigs 
said Nick, as the chief concluded. his exami- = 
nation, “that the girl’s given name was 
shorter than Clara, while we may presume, — er 


resumed the great detective, 


ae 
== 


“That's i French for- 
‘a = The street door opened and a messenger 
boy interrupted Nick’s speech. 

“You're wanted at the office, chief,” he 


~ department. “Boy about my size says his 
” _sheshas been murdered.” 

“What's the boy’s name?” 
: * “Burchard.” 
: . “Nick Carter and the chief exchanged 
aie meaning glances. 
: “Doctor,” said the chief, quickly, to the 
a, coroner, “[ think you had better let i in- 
quest go over until to-morrow morning.” 


ae or thereabouts was found pacing the 
r, his eyes red with weeping. 

His story was soon told. 

His parents were dead, and for a year he 
had been living with his sister, who was a 
_ seamstress, in an humble quarter in the city. 
~ “Last night she made me go to bed early,” 
lad said, “as she expected company— 


e os you catch Z words ?” een Nick 
Carter, as the ie: paused to gulp down a sob. 
 “Yes—yes, sir.” EY 


a . were they?” 


. 


_ said, addressing the head of the Mobile police 


‘swore—not in cuss words, 
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“Did you ever see him?” 

“Yes, sir; once.” 

“Do you know his name?” 

“She called him Frank.” 

“Can you describe his appearance?” 


~ “Not very well, for it was after dark when I 
. sister has deserted him, and that he fears that _ saw him. He was kind o’ skinny.” 


] 


} 


“Slender, eh?” ? - 


“Yes, ee 
“Go on,’ 


“And I reckon he had black hair aint mus- | 


tache, though they might have been brown.” 


“And his eyes ?” 
“Sharper than a gimblet.. He looked as if | 
he’d like to eat me up, when I told sis she’d 


better be chasing home pretty quick.” 


i 
: 
; 


“Did he—the Sean anything to you?” — 


“Yes.” 

“What did he say?” : 
“Told me I had a heap o’ gall.” _ 
“What kind of a voice had he?” 
“Man’s voice, of course.” 


clear t7 

“Tt was deep and clear.” 

Nick Carter’s eyes twinkled. _ 

The description had interested him greatly. 

“Now,” said he to the boy, 
on and tell us what else you heard your sister 
say in her room last night.” 


“you may go 


“She said something about a bundle of” 


letters.” 
“That the man had written to her?” 


7 
} 
“T mean, was it E Hght or deep, harsh 


“JT don’t know. She just said ‘letters’ and * 


but the way 


women dg— that she would never give them 
to him unless he gave her his solemn wor 
in writing—no more chin music for Sethe? 
he would marry her before he married the 


other woman, not after.” ‘garg 


“What other woman?” : 

“She didn’t mention any names.” __ 

The boy paused. a res 3 i: 
“Ts Saat, sebed Nick as 


é “That’s all she said. Pretty soon afterward 
- epee share Sieat 1. bad a, notion. to 


~The wees Ee 
“I wish I’d gone, now,” he sobbed, “for I 
might have prevented that sharp-eyed fellow 
_ panning away with her or hurting her.” 
There was a short pause. 
Then Nick said: 
“What was your sister’s name?” 
He guessed what the answer would be, 
_ and therefore was not surprised when the boy 
said : —. 
ia “Her name was Cora.” 
chief of police looked sorrowfully at 
Ne: , but did not open his mouth to 
he terrible truth. 
proceeded with his questioning. 
“Did your sister receive many letters?” 
“She never got but one in the last year 
“ha I know of, and that one was from Minne- 
“From this man Frank?” 
Baie RES. 
“Do yo ae i Se abs aciale 
he was talking about?” 
“She g got them about two weeks:ago.” 
“Att at ges ‘ i 


te 
= ee 
go she came home one night with them. 
seemed scared like, and sent me out of 
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“IT am beginning to be greatly interested 
in this affair,” he said, “for it may be that it 
has a bearing on the matter that brought me 
to Mobile. With your permission, therefore, 
I would like to accompany this boy to his 
home and see if I can make any fresh discov- 
eries there.” 

“If you would only take charge of the case 
I would be delighted, Mr. Carter,” the chief 
quickly and earnestly replied. 

“T will give you a decided answer before 
night,” returned Nick. 

At the house where the brother and sister 
had lived a search was made for the bundle of 
letters or other evidence that might tend to 
throw light on the murder. 

Nothing was found. 

It now became the detective’s painful duty 
to inform the boy that he believed his sister 
had been foully dealt with. 

He did this as gently as he could, and 
_when the lad’s paroxysm of grief had partially 
” snbaitied. he asked him to step down to the 
morgue and view the corpse that had been 
found that morning in the river. 

The boy trembled like a leaf when he gazed 
at the ghastly features of the dead woman, . 
but he spoke no word until he had looked at ” 
the hands. 

Then he tearfully burst out: 

“It’s Cora—for there is the scar from a 
knife-cut I gave her.” 

“You gave her?” 

“Yes. She had my knife and wouldn't give é 
it to me, and when I tried to take it away 
from her she got cut.” 

The clothes the dead woman had worn 

were brought in, ead at once identified by the 
boy as having belonged to his sister. ee Sah 
en ae $35 


“Clara, Richards was married here yester- 
ae - day, by a traveling preacher to a, man who 

_ gave his name as Frank Hurst. The pair did 
not remain in town, but left for parts un- 
known as soon as the ceremony had been 
_ performed. Have interviewed preacher, 
whom I ran across by accident. He says 
/-Hurst i ne a slight, dark young man pele a 

eee. 


< quick comment. “The man who murdered 
the poor seamstress, Cora Burchard, is the 
"man who has married the heiress, Clara 


© chief of police showed marked sur- 
at this assertion. 
But what was the motive of the murder?” 


d, and smiled. 
' as chief said : 


na aging it, but for ais reason n that 


-er’s description, and asking for his arrest, 
were | sent out in all directions. 


” York City, also received a telegram. i 


3 x unknown was rendered. 


- before leaving New York was 


involved my case of the bank . 


Ve 
ee | 
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“You amaze me.” t 

“It is a fact. Besides, the description o 
the man whom Cora Burchard used to mee 
evenings tallies with the description of my 
man, Frisco Jim, as does also the cat ngiodl 1 
contained in that telegram from Dennard.” , 

“So the murderer is Frisco Jim,” said the 
chief, musingly.’ “A tough customer, as cun 
ning as a fox, and as deep as a well. a 


have a hard task before you, Carter.” Ez 


“T know it.” _ | : 

“The evidence thus far obtained wouldn’t | 
convict him before a jury.” ¥ 

*No.” & 


“If you could get hold of that bundle of _ 
letters you might have a case.’ 

Nick Carter nodded his head. 

Soon after he left the chief’s office. 

That evening telegrams with the murder 


Nick Carter’s assistant, Chick, ‘in "Ne 


The great detective saw that this was S| 
to be an involved case and that he see 
probably need help. ze 
The next morning Chick was a passenge 
on one of the trains bound South, 
The inquest was concluded the following 
day. It had been so conducted that a verdict 
_ of death at the hands of some pay or parties 


Immediately after the ioe “Nick ( Car ria 
ter walked away alone toward the northern — 
part of the city. , 


Among the information in regard to t he 
Minneapolis robbery that he- ame 
ect ‘that 


Eris risco Jim had a brother living i in Mobile. » 
Ca had been t to the address given, on 


0 at TW Ree oe Koy Sea 


he turned into Pearl street, Carter no- 


| muttering and shaking her head, evidently in 


addressed her. 
“Can I do anything for you?” he asked. 
The old woman sfarted and turned her face 
toward him. As she did so, Carter perceived 
that she was nearly. if not quite blind. 

“I don’t know, I don’t know,” she an- 
| ew ered, with many shakes of the head. “I’ve 
lost Betty> Don’t you see her artywhere ?” 

“T wouldn't know her if I did see her.” 
_“She’s tall and peart—black eyes and red 
eeks. I had ‘em when I was young. She’s 


' “She is Me here, T am afraid,” he said. 
a ““Oh, dear! oh dear! I dunno what ter 


“Then you may do it, an’ = ther Lord 
» bless yer kind heart.” 


ag cab was hailed, and then Nick 
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ticed an old woman standing on the cofner, ’ 


The old woman’s reply came in a fierce 
outburst. 

“Ef yer do, I pity yer. He’s a raskil of ther 
deepest dye. Git shet of him quick ef yer 
don’t know ther kind of er man he is.” 

“Maybe I am mistaken. What is Will- 
iam’s brother’s name?” 

“Jeems ; an’ he’s only a half-brother.” 

If the old woman could have seen Nick 
Carter’s face at that moment she might have 
doubted the sincerity of the words that fell 
from his lips when she spoke the name. . 

“No, it’s another Hurst I knew. I am not 
acquainted with James Hurst.” 

“Ver lucky.” : 

_ “Why, what has he done?” 

“Don't ask me sich a question. He’s done 
ev’ything bad, ‘n nothin’ good.” 

“Does he live hereabouts?” 

“No. He comes ‘n goes, ‘an’ yer never 
know whar ter find him. A 2 or two ago 
he was in Mobile.” 

“Did he call on you?” 

“Me?” indignantly. “No, he knows better 
’n ter come moseyin’ aroun’ my place.” 

“How do you know he was in Mobile, 
then?” Re: 

“T heered his voice one night.” 56° a 

“What night?” 2 

“*Pears ter me yer mighty curious,” the 
old woman replied. 

“Your statement about this man aroused ss 
my curiosity,” said Nick, politely. “] Zs ré = 
haven't offended goal ie 


be Seocandealalll ie? you as has treated oie = 
so purty, neither. Ther night I heard him. Ra 
2 S. 


was five nights ago. Lemme see—yes. This — 3 


eS. In a lane near my house. He was talkin’ 
= toa girl, ’ n I pity ther girl.” 
“What did he say? a9 
The old woman remembered the conver- 
= ea perfectly, and repeated it. 

eee Nick’s eyes-shone with satisfaction. 

He had found in this old woman a most 
_important witness. 
__ The cabman now exhibited signs of impa- 
tience, and Nick, having no other questions 
_ to ask, helped her into the vehicle. 
i: The great detective got into another cab 
and was conveyed to a hotel. 
He was in excellent spirits, for he had not 
ee expected to meet with guch good luck when 
he started out on his stroll. 
Frisco Jim, alias Frank Hurst, was Will- 


it into the reading-room to glance at the 
rk papers that had arrived that day. 
s running his eye over the news 


se Clara Giictaniscor Mrs. Hurst, 
: by! her married name—will not 
eae of her Sore until pssst 
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“So he did, but to-day a second and set 
' will has been discovered. It is without quali 
fications as to marriage, and provides th 
the trustees, of whom I am one, shau pay het | 
only an income of one hundred dollars 
month while she remains under age.” ] 
“Where is the property located ?” 
“In and about Mobile.” 
“Perhaps some of it has already been sold.’) 
“No; for I found the new will last night 
and immediately took measures to preven 
any sale of the real estate or the withdrawa 
of any of the money from the bank.” 
“Do you know where the girl is?” 
“No: ca I shall undoubtedly hear fr 
her soon.’ 
The conversation soon ended. of 
Nick Carter left the hotel after ascertaining 
that the gentleman who had furnished the 
information regarding the new will was Col- 
onel Halsey, one of the leading lawyers of 
Mobile. ai : 
He went north again and put in an hour. 
obtaining information as to. the character and 
habits of William Hurst. ; 
Every one gave him a good reputation for 
honesty and integrity, but no one could say 


that he was thrifty and industrious. 

He was a great horse fancier, and though 
his trade was that of a carpentet, he seldom 
worked at it, preferring to roam about the 
country trading horses and barely making — 
enough money to-make both ends scien”, al 

Nick took his cue accordingly. 

Toward dark he appeared in front of the 
Hurst house, a small, shabby frame dwelling, 
with a yard filled with weeds, gn: a saa 
looking horse and leading another of 
tain age by the halter. tyes te 

For a — the great detective 


He. there” he 


“Whar’s t her, 


“Does Major Hurst live yer?” inquired 
Nick, as he touched the sombrero which 


- tae 


“Mout he be in?” 
) “He miout.” 

“Then gave him ther compliments. of Pete 
It avy, an’ give him t’ understan’ that Pete 
Davy ’ud like pow’ful well ter see him.” 

“Light an’ come in,” said the woman, after 

a sharp scrutiny of Nick’s face. . 
~- “Much obleeged, but I reckon I won't 
bother yer.” 

“Got a horse ter trade?” 
“Mout have.” 
~ “William got shet of his last horse yes- 
terday.” 
aol ope ter sell, then” 
Be m’ s plumb broke.” 
Tout trade fer a yaller or Bill ter 
mosey out an’ look at ther nag.” 

_ The woman, who was William Hurst’ s 

eile. and the daughter of the blind woman, 
shrugged her shoulders and went back into 


s. 


Present Mrs: Hurst reappeared. 
_ “Bil will be yer in a minute,” she said. 
“Bully fer Bill.” 
; “Says he mout make some.-kine of er trade 
eases "Se plug iin te = 


* 


stepped ies. tocsthe gate, 
_ looked at the “speedy” ‘traveler, and shook 
reer doubtfully. Se mae uae ¥ 
look like it,” was her con a t 
" Set Ba | ; 


2 lan 
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The woman smiled at the flattery.  - 

“T’'ll hurry Bill up,” she replied, and again 
went into the house. 

Nick Carter waited five minutes, wonder- 
ing what all this delay could mean,.at the end 
of which time three men emerged from the 
door and came down the walk. 

‘As they drew near, the foremost at once at- 
tracted Nick Carter’s attention. 

He was of medium height, stoutly built, 
and wore heavy black whiskers. 

The great detective gave one quick glance 
at the man, and could scarcely repress a start 
of astonishment. 

For, in spite of the padded form and the 
‘whiskers, Nick Fecoguizet the man by his 
eyes and nose. 


It was the bank robber and murderer,’ 


Frisco Jim. 


CHAPTER III: ° 
~<A STREAK OF BAD LUCK. 


. Nick Carter had no expectation of finding 
Frisco Jim at his half-brother’s house. 


The most he had hoped for was the discov- 
“ery of the murderer’s whereabouts by work- — . 


ing his points cleverly with William Hurst. 


There was one plausible explanation of the — as 


villain’s appearance back in Mobile. 
Frisco Jim had learned of the existence of 


the new will which prevented him from car- 


rying out the scheme to rob his wife, had de- 
serted her, and was now at his half-brother’s 
“house for a rest long enough to permit him to 
concoct some new scheme of villainy. 

‘The murderer « of Cora Burchard, in spite of 
his shrewdness and cunning, had one weak 


a La Oe “in his armor, and: Nick knew = it: 


r eee : Sy 
He a, inveterate gambler, and ee sel-_ aa 


a 


. which subsided ig when he found himself 
~ without a-dollar. 


~ @ices, Nick believed that the murderer had 
squandered his share of the Minneapolis bank 
plunder before he reached Mobile and re- 
_ sumed his acquaintance with Clara Richards 
and Cora Burchard. 
“Mout you be. Bill Hurst?” the great de 
tectiye asked, as Frisco Jim saluted him with 
a “howdy, stranger.” 
“No, this is Bill here,” 
his companions. rt 
~ “Oh!” grunted Nick. “Wa’al, Mr. Hurst, 
reckon as how I mout come to a trade with 
* you with this ’ere horse.” * 
An’ got no money,” 


indicating one of 


answered Bill 


tis! 


‘2 
Sg ed, a stockily-built fellow of thirty or 
_ thereabouts. : 


_ “Psho! yer don’t say so,” ejaculated Car- 


“tes with admirably feigned disappointment. 

< Beshaps: I mout buy yer plug if he suits,” 

= sai e one the detective knew to be Frisco 
Jim, after a pause. 

Nick’s face brightened. 

; “Hope yer will, fer the ole ’ ooman is sick, 


n? yer need mene for medicine an’ ‘sich, 
= vod 


“You’ ve ‘plumb struck it.” | 
_ Frisco a3 went Sra ig the gate and 


< 
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Saar” from Frisco Jim’s past experi- _ 


and I've ‘got to get home right away,” “clapping the irons on a man until, in profes- 


“Certainly. 
ther block ef yer want.” 
“All right.” 
This 
wanted. 
It was his game to get Frisco Jim away 
from the others. Not that he was the least 
afraid to-tackle him then and there, for su= 


: 


: 
| 
You may take a spin aroun 


was exactly what Nick Carter 


perior numbers had no terrors for Carter. 
On more occasions than one he had 
fougkt. and fought successfully when the 
odds were three to one and more sen 
him. | = k 
But he reflected that it would be very un- 
wise to let*his companions know that Frisco 
Jim had been. arrested. There were others 


concerned in the Minneapolis robbery, and 


should they know that their leader was ¥ 
custody, it would be at once to give them the 
alarm, and offer them the opportunity of 
taking to their heels. 

The great detective was too clever in his 


business to be guilty of the mistakes that are 
so frequently made by over-zealous officer 
of the law. ee 
He believed in being thorough; in never, 


he had him 


sional ele) “dead to 


rights.” : 

Frisco motnted the seen: which ies pro- 
vided with arsaddle, and started off. 

-Nick followed by his side. 

“Goin’ with me?” said Frisco Jim, in st 
prisé, real or feigned. 


“©O’ course. 


Business is business, an’- 


you bein’ a stranger ? 


ae see,” ’ interrupted the other, with a smile, 
“T mean no offense, stranger.” 
-#None i is taken. Hyar we go.” ie 
And away they went at a gallop. — * 
Th horse Frisco. Jim bestrode did n no 


| “Til take him if the price suits. 
auch: do you want?” 

~ Nick had paid forty dollars for the animal, 
}and was quite willing to part with it for the 
‘Same sum. 

I “Forty dollars is the price, stranger.” 

b Frisco Jim, after some parleying, agreed 
| to pay it. : 

| He had his purse out and was about to 
i pen it, when Nick said, hurriedly: 

Pe “Put up your purse and let’s ride a bit far- 
ther down ther road.” = 

Ss ‘As he spoke the words, he began to ee 
his animal forward. i 

i Frisco Jim gazed at him with eyes of sus- 
Picion. ; 
“What for?” he demanded. 

es “Because,” replied Nick, with every symp- 
}tom of uneasiness, 


’ 


“thar’s some men up ther 


-meetin’.” 
_ Frisco Jim smiled and rode up to the dis- 
-Qtiised detective’s side. 

He thought he had a shrewd idea of the 
ae of the horse trader’s perturbation. 
| They galloped rapidly until they had 
Passed the city’s boundaries, and then turned 
ame a lane that ran® along the~ edge of a 


"You stole that horse,” said Frisco Jim, 
Nick frowned, and then his eyes sought 
round. a 

fI did,” he said, in a low voice, 


“St was 


if 


How 


street lookin’ fer me thet I don’t keer erbout * 


cane 


ing forward with surprising suddenness, hee ; 
hurled Frisco Jim violently from the saddle. 

As the man-struck the ground, Nick Car-_ 
ter was on top of him. ; 

A few blows of the kind the great ceiscuae 
knew how to administer when occasion re-_ 
quired arid the murderer and bank robber ) 
lay without sense or motion. af 

About the time Nick had finished tying 
him up, he opened his eyes. 

There was a look of mingled rage cae 
terror in them, for his. first thought was that 
his disguise had been penetrated, and that 
his assailant was an officer. ~ 

“What does all this mean?” he gasped 
speaking in his natural voice. 


- Nick made no reply but began to search | 


his victim’s pockets. 


He had examined purse and pocketbook, 
and had turned out on the ground ‘nearly = 
five hundred dollars in gold and bank notes, — 
and had his hand on a bundle of letters, ‘ 


when the sound of horses’ hoofs near athand 
made him look up witha start. See 
At the same instant Frisco Jim shouted at 5 
the top of his voice: 
“Teil him! 


He’s robbing me.” 


pocket and leaped to his feet. 
Three horsemen confronted him. 


Each was armed with a rifle, and each: ae < 
was pointed at his breast. S 


The men’s faces were stern and resolute. 


“Throw up your hands,” exclaimed one of _ 


them, “an’ be mighty spry erbout it, 7 


Nick made a virtue of necessity. 
But as his hands went up, he: said, bali 
and impressively: 


“You are making a mistake. _ 
robber. The robber is there,” * pointing t d 
Frisco oes s ee form. 


~~ “Don’t you believe him,” said the man 

thus denounced, in an eager, pleading, tone. 

_ “He is Frisco Jim himself.” 

One of the horsemen dismounted and ap- 

a proached the now angry detective. 

“Keep yer guns leveled on him,” he said 

: ag to his two companions, “an’ if he makes a 
single move ter play a monkey trick << me 

Ss a or git erway, plug him.” 

: _ The speaker laid his rifle down and drew a 

ie _ pair of handcuffs from his pocket. 

= é “Pm ther constable of this parish,” he ex- 


aed "plained, “and I reckon I’ll take you ter town 
san an’ let yer do yer explainin’ afore ther jestice 
- *. 0’ the peace.” ~ 


____ Nick had no objection to this plan of pro- 

__ cedure, provided Frisco Jim was not allowed 

== to escape. 

_ “You will take that person I have called 

Frisco Jim along with me, I suppose?” he 

asked, as he put out his hands and allowed 
_ the constable to affix the steel bracelets. 

“Of course. How are we goin’ ter fine 

_ out which is ther liar onless we do?” 

. — Frisco Jim groaned. 

“I am a gone coon if they yank me into 

town and give this detective a chance to get 

his fine work on me,” he muttered under 


eof one ofthe posse ¢ 
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** 


Frisco Jim lowered his head in order that 
the officer might not see the evil sparkle of 
his eyes. 

In a few minutes the party were on the 
move. 

Nick Carter and his custodian rode in ad- 
vance, side by side. 

Behind them came the constable and Fris- ‘ 
co Jim. 

The third member of the constable’s posse 
brought in the rear. 

The horses went fo. ward at a walk. 

Before fifty yards had be2n t-aversed, Fris- 
co Jim’s hands were free. 

A moment later, when the road was about 
to emerge from the thick woods which bor- 
dered the swamp into the open country, he 
prepared to act. 

One glance over his shoulder showed the 
rear horseman with one hand on the bridle 
rein, the other holding his rifle across his 
lap. : 

Then, with a wild yell that would have 
done credit to a Comanche, he leaped from ~ 
the horse’s back and darted into the bushes. 

The horses plunged about in mad excite- 
ment, making it impossible for the constable . 
or his men to use theif rifles. eo 

Sheltered by the broad trunks of the trees, 
the bullets, when they did come, failed to 
reach the body of the fugitive. ; 

Leaving Nick in the care of the mam by 
his side, the constable and the second 
left their horses and pursued the murder 
on foot. : 

But Frisco Jim had got such a start, and . 
the underbrush was so-thick that nl never a 
once got sight of him. 

After an hour’s search, they returned P5 
the road. — Pee 2 

Their failure to recapture the signet os 
lain ‘Miied res, ee he 


‘ 
ee 


y ee to the constable, “I hope you are satis- 
ok: of your 1 mistake.” 


“Tm “pretty near it, I reckon,” was the 
meéek reply, as he mopped his perspiring 
brow with his bandana. 
a ~~ “T had just arrested him and was searching 
| him for incriminating evidence when you and 
your men came up,” said Nick. 

“Who are you, anyway?” 

The great detective gave the required in- 
formation, and supplemented it with docu- 
~ mentary proof. | 

The constable, who |:new Carter by repu- 

“tation, was profuse in his apologies. 
‘ He quickly liberated Nick, and then pro- 
posed that the latter should go to the near- 
_ est saloon where he would be delighted to 
“set em up” until the matter was squared. 
“Much obliged,” said Nick, quietly, “but 
_my business just now is in that swamp.” 
“You'll never find him.” 
i § can try.” 


— 
. 


re dealers bogs . 


-. and returned to Mobile. 

2 Before he retired to rest, he took out the 
"bundle of letters he had taken from Frisco 
"a Jim’s person. 

_ They were the documents he had been 
looking for and which he firmly believed 
“would furnish a strong motive for the mur- 
der of Cora Burchard. 


CHAPTER IV. 


‘ran Hrs I read them 
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en 
as he turned over the bundle in his hands. 
“Must have been Clara Richards. 
jealousy, probably. 

“But Clara Richards did not write them. 
Who did, then? ‘Took? Humph! that prob- 
ably means she stole them.” 


A case of 


In which conjecture, as we know, the deé- 
tective was correct. 


Having worked his curiosity up to the 
proper pitch, Nick took out his knife to cut 
the string that held the letters tightly to- 
gether. 

At that’ moment there came a sharp rap 
at his door. 

Nick thrust the bundle into his pocket and 
called out, sharply: 

“Who's there?” 

- “Me, sir,” piped a small boy’s voice. “Con- 
stable Hewitt sent me.” 

Hewitt was the name of the-officer_ who 
had figured so prominently in the affair near _ 
the swamp earlier in the day. 

The great detective did not.open the door, 
however, until he had drawn his pistol and 


prepared for a possible surprise. 


But when he found himself confronted by 
a mite of a boy, apparently not more than 
seven years old, he smiled. 

In reality, the youngster was eleven. He 
was poorly clad, and had a sharp, intelligent 
face. 

Holding out a folded note, he said, with 
eyes cast down: 

“Constable Hewitt he told me to come up 
here and give vou this.” 

Nick looked up and down the corridor as 
he took the note. ; 

No one was in sight. 

The message contained these words: 

“Mr. CarTer:—Have caught Frisco Jim. 
Had to shoot him in the lung before he’d sur- 


render. He wants to see you. Come to the 
B. J. Hewitt.” 


dark? 
‘0 do Ithis would be a foothardy under- 


Te Sesaleed to Ghession the boy a little be- 
e he ventured out. 


? ark 
} ear the jail.” 
‘ _ were you doing near the = this 


now ‘lifting his eyes, sae aoe he didn’t 
to exe the Jail. He youd have come, 


hardly the proper thing to send a 
yon such an errand. 


sae oe tee eee 


sidered a few moments before he 
d his decision. Z 


-turned another corner, and then started on a” | 
4 


_ when another and a larger stone hurled by an - 
- enemy it in the rear, reached its mark and 1 mai 


pee CS Se et 


‘The boy lowered his eyes but did not move. “ 

“That’s all,” continued Nick, and he put 
his hand on the knob of the door to shut it. 

“Uncle won't like it,” said the boy, in a 


_whisper. 


“Can't help it.” : 

“He said you'd jump and run for the jail 
when you read the note.” 

“Tell-him I’ve got the rheumatism and 
can’t jump,” replied Nick with a smile. 

“All right, sir.” 

The boy walked away. 

Nick watched him until he had passed out 
of sight and begun to descend the stairs. 

Then he softly followed him. 

“Tl soon discover whether he has told the 
truth or not,” was his thought. 

When the great detective opened the street 
door, he saw the boy hurrying along the side- 
walk not twenty feet away. | 

Nick watched him until he turned a corner. | 

Then he stole quickly after the youngster. 

The latter went down the side street, 

* run in the direction of the jail. 

Half a block from the jail the eat detec- 
tive found the roadway and sidewalks par- 
tially obstructed. 

The sidewalks were being improved with 
asphalt and were closed with a temporary 
fence, while the sides of the road were cov- 
ered with boxes and barrels. 

Nick was moving along with one eye on 
the boy and the other on his surroundings, 
when a stone whizzed past his head. 

It had been thrown by some person behind 
him. : 

Quick as a flash he turned, pistol in hand, | 


a 


E 


him stagger forward, faint and dizeyies 


Suter he received. a blow which gave 
‘, uliar, sensation. 
% a had b 
At tl . moment the knife pe was given 
: ia: were clutching the throat of one of 
his. assailants. 
Instantly relaxing his grasp, he summoned 
all his force into one blow and stretched the 
~ fellow senseless at his feet. 
t The ote saa stood at his side with the 
d for ‘a second murderous assault, 
¢ suddenly lowered his head, and 
sending it forward, struck the assassin in the 
pit of the stomach, causing him to double up 
_ and ‘utter_a howl of pain. 
_ Before he could straighten up, } Nick gave 
_him a right-hander and sent him tumbling 
e pile of barrels. 
; _ great™ detective now felt that his 
strength was leaving him. 
He knew that he was badly wounded, for 
phe faintness that was stealing over 
ald feel the blood trickling down 


The one he first e ; 
tempting to rise to his feet 
~ gered down the street in fie” 


; would be safe. 

5 nee: ts way under him before 
: tw it} r steps. 

was | na whirl as he sank to the 


“ee 
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and the savage voice of F risco Jim speaking 
to his comrade. 

“Come on, Jack. 
curse him.” : 

Then consciousness left him. 

Hours afterward, close upon morning, he 
awoke in the jail office. 

He was lying upon a lounge, and a sur- 
geon and Constable Hewitt were standing 
before him. 

His wound had been dressed, and he felt 
no pain, though he was very weak. 

The events which had followed his fall in 
the street were quickly told in response to his 
eager questions. 

The constable had been out in the country 
in pursuit of a horse-thief, whom he had suc- 
ceeded in arresting, and was on his way to 
the jail with his prisoner, when he caught 
sight of two men Stooping over the prostrate 
form of a third. 

Tie had instantly hurried to the spot. 

Before he reached it the two men fled. 

He fired several shots after them, but none 
took effect, and he did not pursue them, as he 
had the horse-thief on his hands. 

“When I found that the man on the ground 

as you, Mr. Carter,” the constable went on, 

guessed in a second that Frisco Jim was 
one of the scoundrels who had assaulted you. 

“I got you to the jail, went for a doctor, 
and then started out in search of the two ras- 
cals, but I couldn’t find hide nor hair of ’em. 
The darkness was against me, you under- 
stand.” - 

Nick nodded his head. 

Then he thought of the bundle of letters, 
and at once asked that an immediate search 
be made for it. 

ois described the place where he had thrust 

and and the constable at once set out to find it. 

ne daylight fe returned with a disappoint- 
ed face. « 


We've got him now, 


He had acted ber every box and hel 


Set ee Pe ee 


Be ay don’t think it has fallen into ie hands 
of Frisco Jim or his pard,” he said, consol- 

ingly. “Probably some rag man or trash 
= : hunter—they are early birds, you know—has 


- “T hope so,” said Nick, but he had his 
“doubts on the point. — 

=~). Ie was 2 fortnight before the great detec- 
"tive was able to attend to business. 

: The knife had just missed his heart, and 
the wound was an ugly one. 

____ But while he was convalescing he learned 
2 3 ‘that the boy who had delivered the note— 
written beyond a doubt by Frisco Jim—was 
pe: the son of William Hurst. / 


_ He had left Mobile on the night of the 


ee 
oe. 


Kn. 
oe assault, and his father and mother claimed 
ate know nothing of his whereabouts. 


es 
eae 


“As for me, I never want to see the brat 
= again,” * said his father to Nick, who had sent 
__ for the horse trader in order to interview him, 
ry “tor he’s bound to follow in his Uncle Jim’s 
footsteps. If I had known Jim was in town 
night, I’d have marched him to jail in 
‘short order, if he is my brother.” 


pane the great detective cio’ his subor- 
_ dinate with open arms. 
‘And Chick brought important news. 
After Carter’s departure ‘from New York, 
-assistan® had been employed in hunting 
-one Jack Burry, who was more than 
of ! Frisco Jim’s accomplice in 
“himself Chick did not dis- 
of 
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‘illing- to assist justice for a pecuniary con- 
sideration. 

Chick furnished the consideration in the 
shape of twenty dollars, and the man then 
stated that Burry, some ten days previous, 
had gone to Meridian, Miss., to work a game 
which his partner had laid out. 

The informer could not give the name of 


this partner, but he suspected | that it was | 
Frisco Jim. | 

In speaking of this schesita however, he 
had heard Jack Burry mention a man named 
Onderdonk. 

Chick was about to send this information to 
his chief when he received the dispatch sum- 
moning him to Mobile. 

“There is but one thing to be done,” said 
Carter, after he had listened attentively to his 


assistant’s report, 
at once.” 


“But leave you in this condition?” 

“Nonsense, my boy; I’m very well taken 
care of. Business before everything else.” 

And so to Meridian Chick went. 

His first care was to inquire for a man 
named Onderdonk. He was told that the 
only man of that name in town was a hard- 
ware merchant on Jackson street. 

Chick had no difficulty in finding the place. 

As he entered the shop, his ears were 
saluted by a violent commotion, and he saw < 
stout, red-faced man wringing his hands in a) 
state of uncontrollable excitement. 

“Mein Gott, mein Gott! I was ruint— 
peen schwintled all to bieces.” 

Chick caught the excited German by th 
arm with the quick question: 

“Who. swindled you?” 

“Von Chew peddler.” 

Then he added, in a ferocious rage: 

“Oof I gould gatch dot reskil, I vood p . 
efery pone mit his pody alretty, co quick 3 : 
vend: mage your heel got a schwimmin 


“you must go to Meridian 


“What kind of a cart and horse did the 


Vy, yust a sbring vagon mit a 
aaety ‘und creen veels, und a horse vat was 
strawperry sorrel, mit a pop -dail und der 
springhald.” 

“And the peddler himself? 
scribe him?” 
“He vasa Chew. Don’d I say so once?” 
“Short or tall? Stout or slender?” 
“He was schmall.” 
Chick looked disappointed. 
Jack Burry was a tall man. 
“Stout ?” 
_ “Nein. He vas schlim like a rail.” 
a ‘Chick’s eyes began to twinkle. 
his eyes? “Did you notice them?” 
The German gave a snort. 
“Nodice dose eyes—I pet youir life dot I 
lem. Dey was so sharb dot he good 


=. 


Can you de- 


“Yaw, oS glear and schweet, so schweet” 
—with a sigh—“dot you vould think to hear 
dot veller dot putter youldn’t meld by his 
mout alretty. But who you vas, onnerhow ?” 


concluded the narrator, as he looked at Chick 


‘sharply. 


eee 8 epee," replied Young Her- 


en sit down a I tell you aboud it.” 
eyed only too gladly. 
° in his mind as to the 


* 
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by” her father's head, but she refrained. 
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Onderdonk owned the building in which 
he carried on his business. 

On the first floor was his hardware store. 

There was six apartments above, three of 
which were occupied by himself and family. 

“TY haf von room—yaw,” he replied. 

The young man looked at it, was satisfied, 
and paid a month’s rent im advance. 

He said he was a speculator, and*that he 
operated in Mobile and New Orleans. 

Two days passed, and the young man, who 
had an agreeable address, had worked him- 
seif into the good graces of Onderdonk and 
his wife. The daughter was harder to please. 

On the third day, after he had learned by 
adroit question that the German had eight- 
een thousand dollars in bank, he told Onder- 
donk that if he had a little more money he 
could become rich in a week. 

Mrs.*Onderdonk, who was present, asked 
Guickly : 

“Vat vould make you rich?” 

“Gold dust,” was the earnest reply. 
“There’s a mint in it.” 

Soon after he took his leave. 

After fe :tend gone, Mrs. Onderdonk asked 
her husband if gold dust was worth anything. 

“Wort anything?” he retorted, with a sniff 
of contempt at her ignorance. “Vy, it’s yust 
der same as golt.” 

Katrina, the daughter, who had received a 
fair education, expressed the opinion that Mr. 
Lavalle, the lodger, was a “smoothy.” 

“Pish!” snapped her father. “You tink 
you know eferyting dot vas, yust pecause you 
vas peen py dot schgool-house last year a 
view dimes alretty. Und here is your olt 
vader und mudder vot’s peen knogin’ apoud 
der vorlt for more as foofty years.” 

Katrina was about to retort that all this 
knocking about hadn’t knocked any sense into 


= He told the unsuspecting and gullible 

couple. that an old schoolmate had just ar- 

se mn rived from Russia with many bags of gold 

dst which he had bought very cheap from 
- the Russian mine owners. 

“He might sell it at some bank,” the smooth 

nae schemer welt on, at te 2 is under a hee 


¥ . oes afraid to show his face at any bank for 
fear the police might spot him.” 


~ "Vere does he lif?” asked Onderdonk. 
coapoe fT Mobile, and if you'll go over there with 
! me, Tl introduce you, and he will show you 


“Ef He 
An’d 


“Nein,” said Mrs. Onderdonk. 
to sell led him coom ofer here. 


3 “But he will 
have to come in disguise.” : 


written on her 
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shake her hk 


ad 


Lavalle smiled. “ 
- “Ofcourse not. Let your husband take © 
this handful out and have it tested. Then if 
the outcome is satisfactory, we will talk busi- 


———— 


ness.” 

“Dot’s der dicket,” remarked Onderdonk, 
approvingly. “Pe zure you vas righd vonce, 
den speild aheat quick.” : . 

The handful of dust was put in a cup and 
the German went out with it. . ; 

While he was gone, Lavalle entertained 
Mrs. Onderdonk with stories of his adven- 
tures among the Indians of Arizona, where 4 
he claimed to have mined for gold. 

The German came back in half an hour, 
his countenance beaming with satisfaction. 

“Der chenooine pizness ’ he exclaimed. “T 
vent to dot cheweler on the next street, und 
he monkeyed mit it avile and den said dot Ad f 
vas golt sure.” A 

Frisco Jim, the false peddler, who had not 
had much to say up to this time, now put in 
a word. 

“T’ve got two other bags of the dust,” he 
remarked, “and all together they are worth _ 
twenty-eight thousand dollars. | Whoever 
buys must take the lump.” 


“How much you vant for dot lumb?” oe 
Onderdonk. 
“Twenty-two thousand.” 
“We halfen’t so mooch money as dot,” said 
Mrs. Onderdonk. 
Frisco Jim appeared to reflect. 
“T’ll tell you what I'll do,” he said, sud- 
“I'll take out some of the dust ae 


denly. 


then give you the three bags for twenty — 
“All we god vas eighteen tousand tollars,” wee 
interrupted caine quickly. Poca e = 


een Pm j in a 


r for New York, he induced Onderdonk 
» to eoalfeare to the bank and draw the money. 
‘The German, while eager to make the trade 
; which promised him such a rich profit, did not 
© favor this precipitancy. 
» “Vaid dill to-morrow,” he said, 
me dime to sleep ofer it alretty.” 
> ~ °**“T would be glad to accommodate you,” 
2 “said the : smooth Frisco Jim, “but there’s a 
i “Mobile who will take the stuff for 
“3 seventéen thousand any Sitch and as I 
=e want to take that train 
"= Yawcob,” put in Mrs. Onderdonk, before 
the schemer could finish the sentence, “oof 
you led dis chance go avay, I’ll nefer speak 
mit you again of you lif to be a tousand 


a 
4 ” 


“und gif 


banc eee a vas Gilly rating to 
ig a tousand tollars more alretty.” 
en he said to Frisco Jim. 


= “y gif you seventeen tousand to-day, Dake 
te _ it or leafe it.” 

~~ Lavalle and the false peddler Riierared to- 
let Fen css of the coor. 

_ The Onderdonks gazed at them with anx- 
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- the bag, applied the acid, and then pointed to 
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He did not keep his promise. 

The next day—the day of Chick’s arrival— 
the Onderdonks discovered that they had 
been robbed. 

Katrina, the daughter, had opened their 
eyes, : 

Her parents did not inform her of the in- 
vestment they had made until late in the fore- 
noon. . 

The unaccountable absence of Lavalle, who 
had not remained away a single night since 
his occupation of the room in their building, 
filled them with uneasiness. 

Katrina suspected something amiss, and 
when at last her father told her of the gold 


_dust speculation, she at once expressed the 
_ opinion that they had been taken in. 


“You have sneered at my education a great 
many times lately,” she said to her father. 
“Now I am going to show you that I have not 
been ‘to school for nothing.” 

Onderdonk looked at her with an uneasy 
smile. 

She left the house, went to a drug store, 
got some acid, and returning to her house, 
asked that the bags be placed on the table. 

The first one was that from which the 
handful had been taken for the jeweler’s test. 

Katrina scooped out several other hand- 
fuls, looking at each carefully, and then said: 

“All this is gold, and is worth a couple of 
hundred dollars, probably.” 


Mrs. Onderdonk smiled at her husband. 
“But the remainder is not gold.” 


“How you know dot?” asked her father, 


sharply. 
“Wait and I'll tell you.” 


Katrina poured out another handful from 


___ odders,” pointing to the two other bags, “are 
fei? dey prass, doo?” 

____ Katrina’s test proved that they were. 

Mrs. Onderdonk put her hands to her face 
____and went to her bed-room, sobbing and moan- 
a 

______Onderdonk rushed into the street, to be met 

a ay Nick Carter’s faithful assistant. 

Before the German had finished his story, 
~ Katrina came into the-room with an an- 
_ mouncement that fell upon Onderdonk like a 
thunderbolt. 

His wife was dead. 

The shock had augmented an old heart 
rouble, and she had expired soon after reach- 
. ing Lal room. 


- CHAPTER VI. 


3 _ CHICK CHECKMATED. 

After leaving the Onderdonks, Chick went 
Pphiise to the railway station. 

With the ticket seller he met ‘with no suc- 
cess. That functionary declared positively 
that no two men answering to Chick’s descrip- 
n had purchased tickets of him. 

interview with one of the porters, how- 
vas much more satisfactory. 

ate ‘the “a before, ene men, one dase and 


They had been. very angry when they dis- 
ed the ticket-office closed-and the last 
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taken him for better or worse and was going 
to follow him to the ends of the earth.” 

“Ah, ha! And what did he say to this?” 

“Coie along, then,’ says he, in a gruff — 
tone. 
how. 

“Then all three got into the buggy and 
drove off.” 

Chick lost no time in securing a saddle- 
horse and following the route taken by his 
quarry. 

Just before nightfall, and when within a 
short distance of a farm-house, he met a boy 
trudging along the road with a rake over his 
shoulder. 

Chick halted him and asked a few ques- 
tions. 

The answers delighted him beyond meas- 
ure. 

The boy had seen two men and a woman 
enter the farm-house not fifteen minutes be- | 
fore. e 


‘You can go with us to Mobile, any- 


. ~ 


“Did they come in a buggy?” asked Chick. 

“No; on foot.” ‘ 

Chick now asked for their descriptions. 

They fitted Frisco Jim, Jack Burry and the 
woman, Clara, perfectly. 

Leaving his horse in a hollow, the young. 
detective walked up to the front door of the _ 
house. © ’ 

He looked like a poverty-stricken laborer, _ 
and he intended to ask shelter for the night. __ 

Before-.he could knock, the door was 4 
opened, and the woman, Clara, appeared be- — 
fore him. » 4 

“I know what you have come for,” she said, 
before Chick could open his mouth to opel 3 

“and I'll help you all I can.” 

“You know me?” queried the detective, ® 
surprise. - ia AF es He ses 

ae You meer 


Per os Soe 
Sh. of ee 2 
ea SS te 

prs Eye “© 


ad 7 * 


t 


i 


No. ‘ie saw you die down the road. He 
- by the road- 


“Where is he now?” 
The woman, or girl, more properly speak- 
" ing, leaned forward and answered in a whis- 
_ per: 
_— “He is in the cellar.” 
: Chick looked her squarely in the face. 
_. She never flinched. 
[ 3 “Tam telling you the truth,” she went on, 
still in a whisper, “though I promised to say 
Ww hen you cs ar that my husband and Mr. 
y had gone.” 

“Why do you betray your husband? > 


ath, I ame up everything for him, and 
‘as willing to do his bidding in every re- 
spect if he would only let me follow him, and 
F- = ” “She faltered and cast down her 
es. 
“Did he beat you?” Chick asked, compas- 
sionately. 4 4 


se aed aunt.” 


quickly : 
bluff and then have you 
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At the door a sudden thought struck him. 

“Who lives here?” he whispered. 

“Two old people, but they are gone away 
and won’t be home for an hour.” 

“That’s good.” 

He entered the little hall and passed to the 
living-room, the girl opening the door for 
him. . 

“The cellar is entered from a little room 
built off the kitchen,” she whispered. “But 
you needn’t go down there. We will go to 
the cellar door—it’s a trap—and I'll lift it and 


’ call out to my husband and Mr. Burry to 


come up.” 

“That's a good idea, and I'll do the rest.” 

Mrs. Hurst led the way to the cellar door. 

As she put her fingers in the ring to lift it, 
Chick took a position back of it, ready to 
pounce upon the men as they came up. 

Mrs. Hurst tugged and tugged at the ring, - 
but the door would not move. 

“I’m not very strong,” she whispered to 
Chick. “Perhaps you can manage it.” 

A dim suspicion of treachery flitted across 
the young detective’s mind as she spoke. 

But he went to her aid, nevertheless, feel- 
ing confident that he would be able to take 
care of himself in the event of a surprise. 

The trap lifted easily under his manipula- 
tion, and the stairs descending to the cellar 
were disclosed. Si 

Chick gave one look downward and was 
about to step away and let Frisco Jim’s wife 
perform the service that had been agreed 
upon, when these words came in a hurried, - 
appealing voice from the cellar: 

“Come down quick, Clara; Jack’s fallen in 
a fit.” 

Mrs. Hurst’s face paled, but she hesitated 
not a moment in starting to obey the sum- 
mons. 


ae are teconmttn 


_ The cellar had a small grated window, but 
Ke ‘it did not furnish sufficient light for Chick to 
_ see about him distinctly. =e 
Out came his bull’s-eye as he reached the 
: floor of the stairs. 
i. _ But. great was his surprise when its light 
< Swed him that the cellar contained no hu- 
aes man occupant. 
His view was unobstructed, for there was 
‘not an article of any kind on the floor, 
He had been deceived by a cunning villain 
who possessed ventriloquial powers. 
As he turned to-ascend the stairs, the trap- 
door came down with a bang. 
ae _This was quickly succeeded by the turning 
‘of a key in a padlock. 
_ “Trapped,” he muttered, in his rage and 
discomfiture, after he had tried to force the 
door open and had failed. 

’ The voice “at Mrs. Hurst was now heard. 


eh ‘ou played me a nice trick, didn’t you ?” 
‘oung Hercules growled. 

-“T had to. My husband’s life was in pecil, 
I was forced to carry out his instruc- 


= ae re it 

es “Where is he now ?” 

ne; went away as soon as you stepped 
he cellar. He said he’d have to borrow 


e 1e of mind. Ui lad 


had forced his wa 
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ee Carter's instructions he visi 
= iy in the cellar all ig _Jim’s brother, and ay oer 


Entering the house by the back door, after 
his escape, he found the sole occupant to 
be an old man of honest appearance who was 
sitting before a fireplace in the living-room 
reading a newspaper. 

He was both surprised and alarmed at 
Chick’s entrance. 

An explanation followed quickly. 

He had been away all day, and returning 


in the’ evening, found Clara Hurst in the 
house. 

“T never saw her before,” he said to Chick, 
“and I at once asked what she was doing 
here. 


“Ider story was that she was a resident of — 
Meridian, and that while driving in a carriage 
with her husband, they had seen a man try- 
ing to pick the lock of my house. 

“Ter husband at. once jumped from the 
carriage, caught the burglar, and put re in, 
the cellar. 

“Th. reason he did not take him to the jail 
was that he could find no ropes with which to 
tie him up.” 

“A likely story,” remarked Chick. 9 
“But after he had got the man in the cel- 
lar. he left his wife here while he went to 


Meridian to notify the officers.” 
“Did he return for her?” asked Chick. 
“No. She got anxious over his non-ap- 

pearance and went up the road to look for - 

him. She never came back.” <6 

It did not take Chick long to clear his char- 
acter in the eyes of the old than. 

He managed to obtain a horse from him 
and returned to Meridian. 

. But no trace of the fugitives could be ob 

Ate there. ‘ f 


The foliowing night he was in nM D 


a 1y bribery, Hur 


train, with Jack Burry and Clara. 
Their ultimate destination was Sacramento. 

‘ “Start on their trail at once, Chick,” com- 
¢manded Carter, when he had heard this news. 
“As scon as I can move, I will follow you.” 

“Ver, well, Come as quickly as possible, 
and you will find me registered at the Golden 
Eagle Hotel, under the naime of Simon 


“Hope.” 


CHAPTER VII. 


THE TRAIL GROWS WARMER. 


Pe 


"After Chick’s departure, Nick Carter rapid-_ 


_ ly grew better. His splendid constitution 
_ Stood him in good stead, and_he was soon able 
nearly as well as ever. 
putting in a day in a vain endeavor 
{to find the missing bundle of letters which he 
“hidden under a box on the street the 
t of the assault, Nick packed his eanere 
“and took a north-bound train, 


A few days later the great detective found 
~ a surprising bit of news in a paper which he 
bought of a trainboy of the Union Pacific be- 

_ yond Ogden. 

_ A young woman had been stabbed and left 

a dead at Battle Mountain the day before, 
y a man supposed to be her husband. 

> The woman, who was young and pretty, 

Beiscrives at the little town a few days prior 


he seeks and had been joined by her 


red at the bistel as Mr. and 
ago, and appeared to be a 
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_assassin, after committing the foul deed, 


made good his escape.” 

When the train reached Battle Mountain, 
Nick got off and might have laid over for a 
day had he not been informed by the station 
agent that Mrs. Hurst was dead. 

“Did she make any statement in addition to 
the one in the first dispatches?” the great de- 
tective asked. 

“No.” 

“Are the town officers in pursuit of the 
murderer?” 

“No. They went out the day of the killing, 
but when they found that Hurst had stolen a 
horse and started toward Sacramento, they 
quit the search and resorted to the telegraph.” 

Nick made inquiries at every station until 
he reached Sacramento, without hearing any 
further news of the murderer. _ 

At the Golden Eagle he found the name 
“Simon Hope” on the register, but the clerk 
informed him that the gentleman had left 
town that morning, saying he would not re- 
turn until the next day. 

“Perhaps he left a letter for me,” said the 
great detective. “My name is Nicholas.” 

“Yes, he did,” and the clerk handed Nick 
a letter, the superscription of which was in 
Chick’s familiar handwriting. 

The letter was short, and ran as follows: 

“Am hot on the trail. Jack Burry is at Rio 
Vista, a little town on the Sacramento River, 
in Solano County, and it is my belief that 
Frisco Jim will join him there to-night. 
There’s some new game on foot. Come up on 
horseback, if you get this in time.” 

It was tow four o’clock in the afternoon, 
and Rio Vista was forty miles distant. 

But Nick knew the road, and believed that 
with a good horse he could make it in three 
hours. 

A good horse was soon found, and when 
darkness ‘set in Nick was within ten miles of 


_ He was riding along a lane near the river 
ate when a low, moaning sound proceeding from 
ae a dense growth of tules on the water side 
> ‘ reached his ears. 

_ Nick reined up his horse and srg out, in 

a disguised voice: 

_ “Where are you, and what’s the matter ?” 

_ The moaning noises were repeated. 
“The fellow, whoever he is, can’t speak,” 
: thought the detective, and quickly dismount- 
ba ing, he secured his horse to a tree and entered 

ke eo the tules. 

_ -¢ The moans continued as he siveles his way 
ora, and he was soon by the side of the 


_~ He proved to be a powerfully built young 
man, and he lay on his side against a large 


____ Stooping down to ascertain what injury he 

_ had suffered, Nick discovered that the man 
vas bound fast to the log, and that a rude gag 

t been fastened into his mouth to prevent 

z him from crying out. 

Before he proceeded to act the part of the 


exclamation of surprise escaped him. 
man at his feet was a noted criminal 
aaa had run to — srigke 5 months 


ay isa queer place 45 meet you, Tam- 
: ny Bland. ” 


‘ twice.” 


“for T'm 
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“About an hour ago, I reckon.” 

“Tell me all about it.” 

Tammany Bland, ballot-box stuffer, gar- 
roter and burglar, shut his eyes a weenie t 
Then he said: 

“Tf any other man on your lay was to ask 
me to talk, I wouldn’t say a word. But you 
always treated me white, Carter, even if you 


were the cause of my getting a tenner in Sing | 


said Nick. 


“T know, and I don’t blame you. I was on © 
one side of the fence, you on the other, and 
business is business. Well, I came out to Cal- 
ifornia for my health, and yesterday, when I | 
was down to cases and lying low, who should 
I meet but an old pal of mine.” 

“Who was he?” . 

“That’s a leading question. 


“T did my duty, and I did not exceed it,” | 


{ am not_ 


‘squealing on him, I’d have you know.” 


“Was it Frisco Jim or Jack Burry?” asked 
Nick, carelessly. 
-Tammany Bland gazed at the detective in 
surprise. — ~~. 
“Then ‘you know. 
“T know a great deal, and if I say that you 
and Jim and Jack intended to do a job at Rio 
Vista to-night, I wouldn’t be far out of the. 
way, would I?” ' 


“No, confound you, Carter, you asian ‘ 
“Then open up, for evasions won't help 
you, Tell the truth and perhaps you won't 
have to serve two terms instead of one.” | 

“That's good advice, and I think I'll follow 
. 

“You always had a grain of sense in your 4 
composition, Tammany.” : = 

“A mighty small grain,” grunted the des-_ 
perado, “or I wouldn’t be here.” | . a 
Reh are 3 ee 


«eramento, is at the head of it. He had it 
“ja fixed up | Frisco Jim appeared.” 
“Then he ‘saw. you before Jim showed up, 

did he?” 
: eS “Yes. He expected Jim, but wasn’t stire of 

: “his appearance in time. So he was mighty 

glad when he run against me.” 

_ “What was the job?” 

_ “To rob the safe in the office of the Trans- 

ortation Company.” 

_ “Did the three of you start from Sacra- 
‘Mento together ?” 
= “No. Jim and Jack went ahead. I fol- 

wed in an hour, and we were to meet on the 
river landing a short distance below the ware- 
he use at nine o’clock.” 

"Nick looked at his watch. 

© It was half-past seven, and he had ten miles 

: can give the fellow fifteen minutes 
re.” he thought, “and then I must hurry 


+ 
ae 
& 


at was your part in the programme?” 


; “was to act as outside guard, while Jim 

“and Jack went inside and cracked the safe.” 

Nick considered a moment. 

= Besaadéaty a bold scheme occurred to him. 

aot, he failed to meet Chick, he might yet 
ucceed in capturing the two robbers. 

| The night was as dark as Erebus—a cir- 

ice greatly in favor of-the successful 

out of his scheme. 


Fe cronies 
> “Not much. celia coke a 


€ questions, and he was ready. 


ir 
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“As I fell over, Chick leaped from his horse 


- right on top of me. Of course I had no show 
‘with him, being wounded. 


“After he had bound and gagged me and 


fixed up my hurt, he dragged me into the 


tules and left me. And that’s all.” 

Tammany Bland was clean shaven and 
wore his hair closely cropped—the prison cut. 

Nick had started out om his journey with 
a wig and false whiskers. 

These he discarded, and arraying himself 
in Tammany Bland’s slouch hat and coat— 
the latter a large, long-tailed, old-fashioned, 
tan-colored garment—the great detective re- 


‘mounted his horse and rode rapidly away. 


It was his intention if he failed to find 
Chick before the robbery took place, to per- 
sonate the escaped convict. 

But he did not leave Tammany Bland with- 
out-tying him up and replacing the gag in his 
mouth. 

At five minutes to nine Nick arrived at a 
point a quarter of a mile from the warehouse. 

Here he left his horse and pursued the re- 
mainder of his journey on foot. 


Tammany Bland had informed him that a 


peculiar signal to announce his approach had 
been agreed upon. 


Nick gave the signal when he came within 


sight of the warehouse. 
It was answered by some one within the 


building 


Nick then hastened forward with confi- 


dence. 


He was soon on the platform, which occu- 


ied she spas neta PE NESTE SNE 


river. 


Advancing ae toward the side of 
the building whence the voice in answer to 


eS. 
oa the form of a man inside. 


ete Fg 2 ea ae 
Oe ~ 


a “Throw up your hands, or I'll shoot.” 

‘The newcomer was neither Chick nor either 

of the « desperadoes he had come in search of.’ 
: Nick thought rapidly, and believing that he 
_ understood the situation, he quickly elevated 

; " his hands. 

The next instant a pistol shot rang out, and 


ot Rapin ei issued thé order to the great de- 
si _tective gave a yell of pain and pitched for- 
Eee: ward to the areal 


J 
=. 


- CHAPTER VIII 


F NICK CARTER’S ROUND-UP. 
_ Frisco Jim had parted with Jack Burry at 


svat Sacramento two days later. 

He had made the stop to get rid of his wife. 

- Though he had had positive evidence of 
fidelity and devotion, he yet considered 

; igbe srould be a drag on his movements, 


ad no use for her.” 

the hotel at Battle Mountain he brutally 
ed her that he intended to leave her, 
he never wanted to see her again. 

r scene followed. 

fortunate, misguided girl, clung to 
n¢ peeved to let him go. < 


1 reaching Sacramento e. was gratified _ 
n that Burry had concocted a scheme of 
which promised a rich return. 


tance of Tammany Bland, whom 
r before Frisco Jim’s arrival, 
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‘Battle Mountain, promising to meet the latter . 


e ig baad sith the quick whispers . 


he was set upon by Frisco 458 and his part- 
ner and quickly bound and gagged. 

The-attack had been made from behind, 
otherwi ise he might have made a cee 
resistance. 


Leaving him on the srotind back of the . 


warehouse, the two robbers waited in nervous 
impatience for the arrival of Tammany Bland, 
whose part would be to watch outside while 
they were occupied with the safe inside. 

Nine o'clock, the hour appointed for Tam- 
many Bland’s arrival, came and the third 
member of the trio did not appear. 

“He has missed the road, perhaps,” 
Frisco Jim. “Anyhow, we can’t wait.” 

Burry nodded his head. 

They had forced the lock of the office and 


said 


had just entered when Tammany Bland’s sig- — 


nal was heard. 

“Now we're all right,” Frisco Jim whis- 
pered to Burry. , 

They watched the disguised detective un- 
til he was close to the open window on the 
side, and Frisco Jim was about to ask him if 
everything was all right, when the sudden 
command for the false Tammany Bland to 
hold up his hands was heard. 


. an —s her rs— 


Instantly Frisco Jim thrust his head out of 


the w'ndow and fired at the enemy. 

As the latter fell, shot through the brain, 
Frisco Jim prepared to leap to the ground, 
but was stopped by these words, in a hoarse 
wkisper by Nick Carter: 

“Stay where you are, Jim. Maybe the War 
has not been heard. Let me iauestigate. x 

“All right.” 


Nick, glad that his disguise had not been 


penetrated, hastened around the building. 
At the back he was confronted by a rough- 
ly dressed man armed with a revolver. 
‘Pointing it at the great detective’s ~ 
was about to speak, when Nick ¢ 


Nick. . 


aS aca 


ste was instantly -lowered,- and its 
who was z other than. Chick, 


“whispered words: explained the sit- 
i 


Chick had reached the warehouse to fad 
the night waichman bound and gagged, 


uation. 


and Jack Burry, who were then concealed im 
the brush by the river bank. 
"Quickly releasing the watchman, Young 
% Hercules gave him certain instructions, which 
e brave fellow promised to faithfully carry 
Both were to wait till the burglars entered 
e building, and then they were to approach 
ined by opposite ways. 
e watchman had started to fulfill his part 
the programme, and had just got around 
3 ‘corner of the building, when he was 
Startled by the unlooked-for appearance of the 
pseudo Tammany Bland, whom he instantly 
conceived to be in league with Frisco Jim and 
~ What followed has been recorded. 
“Now,” said Nick Carter, when he had got 
bearings, “we'll have them dead to rights 
er if no <osespcanl accidents 


$ 


Chiek, he hastened to the window. 
Jim aes Wid tine for his 


, veel,” Nick whispered. ws re half 


y 


e road. “Sail in while I go beck 


nae 


—. 


"He liad not been observed by Frisco Jim - 
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utes before a low “hist” at the window made 
beth start up in alarm. 

“Half a dozen men‘are coming up the road 
on a run,” whispered Nick Carter, as Frisco 
Jim came to the window. “The jig’s up, I’m 
afraid.” 

Frisco Jim swore a frightful oath. 


“Qur-horses are down the road,” he ex- 


‘claimed, “for we intended to make our escape 


that way and go up toward Frisco.” 

Ses s all. right,” replied Nick, “for 
there’s a boat down the river a piece, and 
we'll be all right, once we get into it.” 

They both rushed for the door. 

Jack Burry opened it to fall into the arms 
of Chick, who flung him to the platform as 

if he had been a child. 


Frisco ae sprang out to assist his somal 


when a right-hander from Nick- Carter sent 


him reeling backward. 

Before daylight Frisco Jim, Jack Barry ines 
Tammany Bland occupied separate cells in the 
Sacramento jail. ie 

The next day an officer from Rio Vista 
came to the capital with a warrant for the ar- 
rest of two of the prisoners for the murder of 


the night watchman. 


Nick Carter greeted the representative of. 


the law with mingled emotions, _ 
“The trial of the two villains in California 


on the murder charge would probably result’ 


in their conviction, and the penalty would be 
death. . 
At the same time it would detain the two 
detectives in California for at least a month. ° 
- This was-inconvenient, for Nick had im- 


portant business in New York which de- 


manded his immediate attention. 

~“My warrant for Frisco Jim’s arrest for the 
murder of Cora Burchard will take prece- 
dence of the one held by the Rio Vista offi- 


ed cers,” he said to Chick; “but I don't like to 
= show it while the evidence that I need to con- | 
: Sree ent say Ae ae 


ee ee 7 =". -— oF “Se agen tw 


aie “The bundle of tees eh?” 

“Yes, Frisco Jim hasn’t got them.” 

tise conversation had taken place’on the 
sidewalk in front of the city prison. 

_ Inside, the officer from Rio Vista was talk- 


ing with the chief of police. 


Nick Carter had asked him to defer the 
service of his warrant for an hour. 


ifiaddenty the great detective aad to his as- 
- sistant: : 

“Chick, I’ve got an inspiration.” 

“A good Being to have, Nick; if you can 
make any eanithieal use of it.” 

“Pll bet that slippery youngster, Frisco 
s, -Jim’s nephew, who lured me out of the hotel 
| at Mobile, has got the letters.” 
“Shouldn't wonder.” 
on “He Lae have been in hiding among the 
~ boxes and barrels in the street when I was 
aving my encounter with. Jim and Jack.” 
“Likely enough.” 
‘And having no time to give them to Jim, 
‘account of the arrival of Constable Hewitt, 
carried them with him to his place of hid- 


é 


“If he didn’t give them to his father.” 
“J don’t think he did. William Hurst is, I 
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Jim’s' wife next day and gave a bundle of let- 
ters to her.” 

Full particulars came later. 

The boy had been a witness of the assault — 
on Nick Carter, as the latter had guessed, and ~ 


when Frisco Jim and jk Burry scurried off 
upon the appearance of Constable Hewitt, he 
ran to the spot where Nick had hidden the 
bundle of letters, secured them, and hurried 
honie. 

“They'll collar me, sure,” he said to his 
father, “now what must I do?” 

“Hide in the swamp,” was the reply, “ontil 
the affair blows over.” 

And to the swamp the boy went. : 

He took the bundle of letters with him, not . 
thinking of them while talking with his’ 
father, so great was his excitement. 

The next day William Hurst met Frisco 


Jim’s wife. 
She came to his house in search of her = 
aad, and being informed of the occurrences 
oi the night before, at once asked to be taken 
to the boy, believing that he could give her 
information not possessed by his father. . 

She saw the boy alone, and upon her state- 
ment that she intended to: find her husband 
and stay with him, the lad gave her the Piet A 
ters. : 

“y don’ t know what’s in ’em,” he said, put. - 
they must be worth something to uncle, or 
that detective wouldn’t have been so anxious 
to hide ’em.” 

Clara Hurst read the letters in as room 
that day, and then started for Meridian, Jack 
Burry having written from that place last. Bre: 
Why she n never told her husband t th 


Se “Probably,” sieatte he, “she intended to 
ask him who ‘Cora’ was before telling him 


‘tha’ she had the letters, and the opportunity 

“to do so never came.” 

_ The morning after the receipt of the Mo- 
bile telegram Nick Carter was at Battle 


Mountain examining the effects of the mur- 
dered wite, which were in the ener of 


= What he discovered may be inferred from 
the following telegram which he sent to 
Chick: . 

“Have found the bundle. The case against 
Fr o Jim is complete.” 


= peg CHAPTER IX. 
WICK READS THE BUNDLE OF LETTERS. 

The reading of the letters occupied over an 
_ hour of Nick Carter’s time. 


1¢ time was well spent. 
= written by Jack Burry, some be- 
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well off, you'll give her the cold shake and 
get away from Mobile. Of-course, you de- 
stroy all my letters. You used to have the 
tisky habit of keeping them, but you prom- 
ised to reform your conduct in that respect.” 

“Now I’ve got him,” said Nick to himself, 
as he tied up the bundle. “These letters, 
added to the testimony of the old blind 
woman and the brother of the murdered girl, 
ought to convince any ordinary jury that he 
is the murderer.” 

But Frisco Jim was never tried for the 
crime. 

While on his way East in charge of Nick 
Carter, the train met with a terrible accident 
by the collapsing of a bridge. 

The great detective “escaped with a few 
bruises, but the murderer of Cora Burchard 
was killed offffight. 

‘Nick had left Chick in California. 

He returned in time to be present at the 


trial of Jack Burry. © 


The evidence of the two detectives, added- 


to that of Tammany Bland, who turned, 


State’s evidence, gave the prosecution a ~ 


strong case, and Frisco Jim’s isles got a 
life sentence. . 
- Congratulations were showered upon N ae 


and Chick from all quarters. 


Superintendent Byrnes was among the first 
to greet the great detective when he returned 
to New York. 


“You've done a great piece of are Car- 


ter,” he said, “for the death of Frisco Jim re- 
moves one of the most dangerous and bloody- 


minded criminals that ever sine ae Seat 


United States.” 


Nick Carter Weekly. 


THE BEST LIBRARY OF DETECTIVE STORIES. 


LATEST ISSUES: 


191—Wanted for Embezzlement; or, What Became of 
the Treasurer. 
190—Nick Carter’s Slippery Quarry; or, 
= Against ’Frisco Jim. 
189—Nick Carter’s Proofs; or, 
Guilty. 
~»  488%-Nick Carter at the Races; or, Two Kinds of 
Lead Pipe Cinch. : 
18i—The Best Detective in the Country; or, A Prompt 
Reply to a Telegram. 
186—Nick Carter Rescues a Daughter; or, The Junior 
Partner’s Strange Behavior. 
18%—Nick Carter Saves a Reputation; or, A Button 
f - Worth a Fortune. 
184—Shielding a Murderer; or, Nick Carter’s Dealings 
with an Avenger. 
183—Saved from the Penitentiary; or, Three Cheers 
for Nick Carter. 
182—The Blood-Stained Check; or, Nick Carter in the 
r Dissecting-Room. 
- 181—In the Clutch of the Law; or, 
Chain of Evidence. 
18—The Government Custom’s Swindle; or, 
et Carter’s Work for the U. S. Treasury. 
1799—Nick Carter’s Beautiful Decoy; or, The Diamond 
Duke of Chicago, 
178—Nick Carter Arrests a Vier or, The Body 
Found in the Flat. 
171—Nick Carter's Dumb Assistant; or, The Man with 
. a Dead Brain. 
1i6—Nick Carter Behind the Counter; or, A Peck of 
4 Pawn Tickets. . 
- 175—Nick Carter’s Pointer; or, A Hungry Dog’s Din- 
ner. 
174—By Whose Hand; or, Nick Carter Advertises for 
a Cab-Driver. 
173—Caught in Six Hours; or, Trouble in Room No. 
46. 
172—Burglar Joe; or, Nick Carter’s Leap in the Dark. 
171—Nick Carter's Little Shadow; or, The Man with 
i> the“ Yellow Dog. 
: 170—Caught by Electricity; or, Nick Carter Bags an 
Ls Old Offender. 


The Case 


Bad .News for the 


Nick Carter’s 


Nick 


a 169—Unmasked by Nick Carter; or, An Attempt at 
= Blackmail. 

ae 188—Nick Carter's Second Sight; or, A Dumfounded 
eS:  :167—Nick Carter Makes a Loan That Brings Him Big 
ve Returns. 


- 166—Nick Carter Prevents a Disturbance, and Loses 

gf a Disguise. 
te Niek Carter in a Hole; or, A Plan to Catch Him 
J ¢ That Didn’t Work. 
+ “164—Nick Carter Off the Track, but Has Another 
_  §$tring to His Bow. 
_ 1@—Nick Carter Jumps a Train, and Takes Big 
Chances, 
‘162—Nick Carter Saves a Life, and args a Woman's 
ge. 
ick Carter Corners a Bank President; or, A 
_ Balance That Was Crooked. 

_Carter’s Steamer Trunk; or, A Crime in 


ways'on hand. If you 


159—Nick Carter’s New Uniform; or, A Bribe That 
Was Expected. 

158—Nick Carter and the Sawdust Man; or, An In- 
vestment That Caused Trouble. 

157—Nick Carter as an Expert; or, A Battery That 
Was Tampered With. ~ 

156—Nick Carter’s Silent Search; or, A Drive at a 
Fake Detective. 

155—Nick Carter’s Curious Client; or, 
with More Gall than Sense. 

154—Nick Carter Settles a Conspiracy; or, A Telegram 
That Wasn't Signed. 

153—Nick Carter’s Midnight Caller; or, A Case Con- 
cluded Before Daylight. 

152—Nick Carter’s Fake Murder Case; _or, The Plan 
to Wipe Out the Agency. 

151—Nick Carter Stands a Bluff, and Wins a Game 
Which Ends in Limbo. 

150—Nick Carter's Bogus Bargain; or, Outwitted by 
Duplicate Methods. 

149—Nick Carter Exchanges Prisoners; or, A Like- 
ness Easily Explained. 

148—Nick Carter’s Snap Shot; or, A Photograph That 
Gave Evidence. 

147—Nick Carter’s Turn at the Wheel; or, 
Black Both the Same. 

146—Nick Carter’s Race for Life; on, An Accident in 
the Nick of Time. 

145—Nick Carter’s Midnight Arrest; or, An Interrup- 
tion of a Poker Game. 

144—Nick Carter Claims a Fortune, and Turns It 
Over to the Right Owners. 

143—Nick Carter’s Handsome Prisoner; or, How Her 
Smile Failed to Fascinate Him. 

142—Nick Carter Meets a Wizard and Shows Him a 
New Trick. 

141—Nick Carter on the Limited; or, The Man on 
the Smoker Who Didn't Smoke. 

140—Nick Carter’s Greatest Compliment. 

139—Struck Down; or, How the Superintendent Lent 
a Hand. ns 

138—Nick Carter’s Mouse Trap; or, The End of Doe “? 
Helstone. 

137—Bob Ferret's Trump Card; or, What Was Found 
on a Century Run. 

136—Short Work with Train Robbers; or, The Mask 
That Was Marked with Blood. ‘ 

185—The Great Abduction Case; or, A Baby’s Cry for 
Freedom. 

181—The Malay'’s Charge; or, Roxy’s Life Saved by ¥ 
a New Pet. 

138—Afraid of Nick Carter; or, The Man Who Wasn't 
Born Yesterday. 

132—The Face in the Bottle; or, Detective Buff and 
One of the Finest. 

131—At Kessler Switch; or, Nick Carter’s Train Rob-. od 
bery Case. 7 

130—Roxy’s Signal in the Sky; or, A Gold-Bug Worth 
a Fortune. : 


A Criminal 


Red and 


1299—Nick Carter’s Mascot; or, Treachery Among 
Thieves, en 

128—Was It Murder; or, Nick Carter’s Short " re. 
tion. 3 ir 
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The Tip Top Wee 


AND THE FRANK MERRIWELL STORIES. 


No modern series of tales for boys and youth has met with anything like the cordial rece 


on and 


popularity 
accorded to the Frank [ierriwell Stories, published in Street & Smith's TIP TOP WEEKLY, a publication 


which has to-day a circulation la 
for this, andthere ls. Frank Me 
American lad, whe appeals to the hearts of the boys. 


idea that itis not omoegaeal | for a boy to indulge in petty rviews to be a hero. 


shining light for every ambitious lad to follow. 


well, as portrayed b 


r than that of all similar publications combined. There must be a reason 


the author, is a jolly, wholesouled, honest, courageous 
le has no habits, and his manliness inculcates the 
Frank Merriwell’s example is a 


THE FOLLOWING ARE THE LATEST ISSUES: 


214—Frank Merriwell’s Stroke; or, The Test of 
Friendship. 

215—Frank Merriwell’s Favor; or, True 2s Steel. 

216—Frauk Merriwell’s Phantom; or, The Ghost of 
Barney Mulloy, 

217—Frank Merriwell’s ** Pull;” or, True and Tried. 

218—Frank Merriwell's “ Liner;” or, Elsie, the Mascot 
of the Nine. 

219—Frank Merriwell’s Compact; or, The Triumph of 
Badger 


ISSUED EVERY FRIDAY. 


BMeSsbebebsbeh eh eG oS eG o6 6 96 96 6 90% 
| ; 


5c. PER COPY. 


220—Frank Merriwell’s Curves; or, 
Tiger's Claws. 

221—Frank Merriwell’s Discovery; or, The New Lon- 
don Boat Race. 

222—Frank Merriwell’s Athletic Team; or, Sport in 
the Adirondacks. 

223—Frank Merriwell’s Camp; or, Yale Athletes in 
the Great North Woods. 

224—Frank Merriwell’s Wrist; or, The Nerve of Iron. 

225—Frank Merriwell’s Throw; or, Yale Athletes at 
Niagara. 


32 PAGES AND ILLUMINATED COVER. 


Clipping the 


MORE LIBRARIES TO SUIT “TIP TOP” READERS. 


The Do and Dare Weekly 


PHIL RUSHINGTON, THE ACTOR-MANAGER. 


IE ‘“‘Do and Dare Weekly ’’ tells of the exploits and adventures of one PHIL RUSHINGTON, 


a lively, 


hustling, bright and brave American boy—a first-class all-round athlete, and a thorough gentleman in all 


the phases of his eventful career. 


The author of these stories is IR. STANLEY NORRIS, an able writer, and one 


thoroughly in sympathy with the wants of our boys and girls in the lineof reading. His work is bound to please. 


The following are 


16—Phil Rushington’s Clown; or, The Secret of the 
Star Rider. 

17—Phil Rushington’s Temptation; or, An Act Not | 
Down on the Bills 

18—Phil Rushington'’s Race; or, The 
Rival Circus. 

19—Phil Rushington'’s Prize; or, The Show for Tent 
Number Two. 4 | 


Pursuit of the 


20—Phil Rushington’s Search; or, The Unknown 
Rider of tue Ring. 


22—Phil Rushington's Sniash-Up: 


the latest issues: 


) 21—Phil Rushington’s Enemies; or, Saving His Repu- 


tation. 
or, A New Recruit 
for the Sawdust Ring. 


23—Phil Rushington’s Trust; or, The Child Trapeze 


Wonder, 


24—Phil Rushington’s Tackle; or, Cleaning Out the 


Swindlers. 


25—Phil Rushington’s Specialty; or, ‘‘ Bear and For- 


bear” in the Main Tent. 


The “Do and Dare Weekly’’ appears every Tuesday. 32 pages, illuminated cover, uniform 
in size and style with “ Tip Top.’’ 


<“<Comrades” 


THE BEST RAILROAD STORIES EVER WRITTEN. 
the hero of *‘ Comrades,"’ is a ba baa boy who has decided to devote his life to the service of *‘ Ki 


TOM WRIGHT, 
Steam ’”’ in one of the railroads of our land est assured 
ae ee The life 
ventures. Through. all of these, he will 
always Fight. The man: yner wpa and his friends will 
interest by all who are nate enough t 


curesmmaed by several ‘‘comrades, 


he will reach fame and fortune on the lightning 


‘an ambitious railroad man eta full of exciting incident, and Tom has his full share of ad- 
= found Wright by name, ne in word, right in deed, and 


followed with the deepest 
this new series of splendid stories. Tom is 


oO read 
* who join hands with him and stand by him in his various 


ses. “AR. ROBERT STEEL is an author of wide experience in the field covered 


by stories, and his work 
Weekly” and ‘‘ Do and Dare 


11—Tom Wright's Substitute; or, The Dumb Flagman | 
of Dead Man's Curve. 
12—Tom Wright in Demand; or, A Mige a Minute in a 
Private Car. 
13—Tom Wright's Right-of-Way; or, Stealing a March | 
on the Fnemy | 
seer Wright Misjudged; or, Called Down by the 
‘ompany. 
eg Wright Switched Off; or, A New Stait on a | 
New Railroad. 


will please all who admire the well-known “ Tip T 
Weekly,’’ to which ‘‘Comrades’’ will be a companion.” 


16—Tom Wricht’s Triumph ; 
the Rescue. 


or, Railroad Comrades to 


| 17—Tom Wright's Honor; or, The Girl Who Saved the 


Gold Train. 

18—Tom Wrizht’s Queer Freight; or, An Unwelecome 
Passenger. 

19—Tom Wright's Long Run; or, Chased Throngh 
Fourteen States. 


20—Tom Wright’s Eneinies; or, Squaring a New Super- 


intendent 


Remember, ‘‘COMRADES"’ appears every Wednesday+Read it—Price 5 cents. 
32 pages, illuminated cover, uniform in size and Style with “Tip Top.” 


